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America, the Hope of the World 


HE bombing had ended for the 

day. The darkness had settled 
down, the darkness that comes 
about 3 o’clock in Finland during 
the winter. And all the stores 
were opening. 

As soon as the last Russian planes 
had left the town—which nestles 
almost directly under the North 
Star—I visited the drug store near- 
est our hotel. It was run by a 
woman. 

“You’re an American!”, she ex- 
claimed. 

“That’s right.” 

“Aren’t your proud?”, 
manded. 

“Well, of course,” I answered. 
“But aren’t you proud to be a Finn? 
It’s a wonderful fight the Finns are 
making. The whole world is 
thrilled—that is, all except Russia. 
And I don’t doubt even some of the 
Russians marvel at your resist- 
ance.” 

“Bah,” she dismissed the glory of 
her country. “We are only a little 
nation. We do the best we can, but 
it isn’t enough. But America! 
There is the mightiest nation in 
the world. No nation would dare 
to attack you—or, if it did, it would 
rue the day. How wonderful to be 
an American!” 


“America!” She pronounced the 
name as though it were the dearest 
name in the world. “You are not 
only a great nation, but a good na- 
tion. Wherever I’ve traveled I’ve 
seen the fruits of your goodness— 
schools, hospitals, churches, li- 
braries, and public buildings built 
by Americans and financed by 
American capital for poor foreign- 
ers. Wherever there is grief in the 
universe, wherever there are great 
catastrophes, pestilence, wars— 
there you find Americans with 
food, hospital supplies, warm 
clothes, and boundless sympathy. 
Oh, be very, very proud you are 


she de- 


By Eddie Doherty 
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an American. America is the hope 
of the world.” 

REMEMBER this conversation 

so well—and I recall the beau- 
tiful face of the woman so clearly 
—because the next day the Russian 
planes returned to Rovaniemi, blew 
the drug store to fragments, and 
decapitated the woman and her 
little girls. 

And the more I think of her 
words the more firmly convinced 
am I that they hold a tremendous 
truth. 

America is the hope of the world, 
perhaps the only hope. 

After the war the rest of the 
world will look to us for many 
things. For food, for clothes, for 
tools, for seeds, for lumber and 
glass and concrete and steel and 
iron and copper, for credit, for 
guidance, for understanding. And 
—most important of all—for mis- 
sionaries. 

Priests and nuns in Europe and 
Asia have been slaughtered by the 
thousands. Missionaries in India 
and Africa and the South Pacific 
isles have disappeared. And mil- 
lions and millions of children are 
being brought to maturity without 
any knowledge of Christ. 

It is up to us to supply that lack 
—not after the war, but right now. 
It is the duty of every Catholic te 
give the full measure of devotion to 
the spreading of the Kingdom of 
God—and now is the time to do it. - 
This day. This hour. This very 
moment. 


By this I do not mean you must 
enter a monastery or a convent. I 
do not mean that you must take 
an extensive course in theology. 
But I do mean you must become 
a missionary. Me, too, of course. 

You don’t have to go out of your 
own home to become a missionary, 
except in spirit. Send out your 

(Continued on page 7) 
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The Dogan Blood 


T was, the Scriptures say, a sunny day .. . that 

fateful Friday ... It had to be... because the 

sun was dimmed and night came in the day, when 
the God-Man died. 


A sunny warm day ... maybe like June the sixth 
1944. Maybe even sunnier and warmer ... like our 
days in July, when we celebrate the spilling of 
Christ’s precious blood for our sins. 


His precious blood flowed before the Crucifixion 
...It came first in Gethsemane ... as a bloody sweat 
... It ran from His shoulders and back during the 
flagellation . . . the wounds caked, but they must 
have opened again while He walked up the Via Cru- 
cia to Calvary ... falling into the white soft dust of 
Palestine .. . trampled down by a thousand feet. It 
dripped over His Holy Face from the Crown of 
Thorns .. . blinding Him ... It came from all the 
wounds reopened as they stretched Him out on the 
hard wood of the Cross and LIFTED HIM UP... It 
spurted out in one last benediction from His Pierced, 
loving Heart. 


ODAY, in the draining heat of the jungle, men 
go through their Gethsemane... in fox holes 
... WHITE MEN ... BLACK MEN ... Raw cutting 
winds flagellate them in the cold Arctic ... WHITE 
MEN ... BLACK MEN ... They carry their heavy 
cross of fears and dreams... of hope... of life... 
of death in Africa... China... Italy and the sunny 
shore of France ... WHITE MEN ... BLACK MEN 
. up ever higher to their Calvary ... to their 
crucifixion . . . to their death. 


Many hearts are pierced today by bayonets and 
bullets .. . many heads crowned with the crown of 
thorns of pain and death ... WHITE MEN... 
BLACK MEN ... Praying, living, marching, dying 
together .. . spilling . . . shedding their blood .. . 
ALL OVER THE WORLD. 


PRECIOUS BLOOD ... THAT MINGLES WITH 
THAT OF CHRIST’S .. . “MAKING UP WHAT IS 
WANTING IN HIS SUFFERINGS.” 


He spilled it in redemption for us .. . To atone for 
our sins... TO MAKE ALL MEN HIS BROTHERS 
... CHILDREN OF HIS FATHER IN HEAVEN ... 
AND BROTHERS OF ONE ANOTHER. SO THAT 
ALL MEN WOULD HAVE THE RIGHT TO SAY 
“OUR Father who art in Heaven...” 


Today all over the world white men .. . black 
men...red men... yellow men... are doing like- 
wise... dying... suffering . . . spilling their precious 
blood . . . so that tomorrow we might make a world 
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where all men are Brothers in Christ . . . children 
of Our Father in Heaven... 


ILL Christ’s Blood . . . men’s blood . . . be 

spilled in vain ... for our generation? Will 

we remain blind and deaf to its piercing tragic cry 

_.. “A new commandment I give to you that you 

love one another .. .” Black men .. . white men of 

America . .. He, our God, said “LOVE” .. . Can’t you 
hear? ... “LOVE”... 


America... Listen .. . and listening, hear... 
and hearing, obey ... Unless you want God’s Precious 
Blood and the precious blood of your black sons and 
white ... to fall on the heads of your children and 
your children’s children. Let us be done with bar- 
riers of hate ... down with jim crowism . . . down 
with hate and division . . . let us all be one in the 
Christ Who Died for us . . . in our sons who followed 
His footsteps and did likewise. 


Lift Every Voice and Sing 
(NEGRO ANTHEM) 


Lift every voice and sing, 

Till earth and heaven ring, 

Ring with the harmonies of Liberty; 

Let our rejoicing rise 

High as the list’ning skies, 

Let it resound loud as the rolling sea— 

Sing a song full of the faith that the dark past has 
taught us, 

Sing a song full of the hope that the present has 
brought us; 

Facing the rising sun of our new day begun, 

Let us march on till victory is won. 


Stony the road we trod 

Bitter the chast’ning rod, 

Felt in the days when hope unborn had died; 

Yet with a steady beat, 

Have not our weary feet 

Come to the place for which our fathers sighed? 

We have come over a way that with tears has been 
watered 

We have come, treading our path thro’ the blood of 
the slaughtered 

Out from the gloomy past 

Till now we stand at last 

Where the white gleam of our bright star is cast. 


God of our weary years, 

God of our silent tears, 

Thou who has brought us thus far on the way; 

Thou who hast by Thy might, 

Led us into the light, 

Keep us forever in the path, we pray. 

Lest our feet stray from the places, our God, where 
we met Thee; 

Shadowed beneath Thy hand, 

May we forever stand, 

True to our God, 

True to our native land. 


James Weldon Johnson. 
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LIGHTS 
AND SHADOWS 


BY EDDIE DOHERTY 






Reverend and Dear Father: 
LEASE use enclosed check for 
Masses for the repose of the 

soul of Miss Cecelia Quirk of New 

York, whom you may remember as 

“Aunt Dilly,” of Friendship House 

—the delightfully frail and quaint 

old lady who spent so much time 

in Harlem, teaching catechism to 
the colored children, settling mar- 
ital problems among their elders, 
and visiting the poor, the sick, and 
the helpless, the lady with the 
sparkling young blue eyes and the 
shiny silver hair. You may recall 
her by her flushed pink cheeks, 
her merry tinkling laugh, or the 
shy way she had—sometimes—of 
seeming to bite her lips. 

The young people in Friendship 

House had a great love for her, 





Father, and something of a vene- 
ration, because, at sometime in her 
long lost youth, and somewhere in 
Canada—Aunt Dilly was one of 
those who seldom talked of her- 
self, and details about her life are 
vague—she started an asylum for 
the aged poor. 

As I remember it, she got two 
other young girls to share expenses 
with her. They rented a small 
house. They found a woman, 
friendless and destitute and old 
and sick, and installed her in the 
house as their first patient—the 
first gem in their tiara of charity. 
Then they begged money for food, 
for doctors, for medicine, and for 
gas light. The nursing they did 
themselves. Before this woman 
died—and received burial in a 
Catholic cemetery—they had 
moved in two other decrepit relics, 
and had begged enough money to 
enlarge the place. 

Well, I can’t recall all the par- 


(Continued on page 6) 
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Are Americans Created Equal ? 
By Mabel Knight 


¢ ‘TY\HEY’LL never get me to be- 

come an American citizen. 
When my husband got his papers 
it said “Negro” on the front of 
them.” Supersensitive? Let’s see. 

Pierre from Martinique, before 
the war a student at the Sorbonne, 
and accustomed to the finest sur- 
roundings in Europe, bought a 
ticket for a symphony concert at 
the D.A.R. Hall. When he present- 
ed the ticket at the door he was 
told that colored people were not 
allowed. He complained to the 
French consul. Then he received 
all sorts of apologies from the 
woman in charge of the hall. She 
had thought he was an American! 

(Are Crispus Attucks’ descend- 
ants eligible for the D.A.R.?) 

There are no second-class citi- 
zens in France. That was why an- 
other native of the French West 
Indies returned his American 
naturalization papers after finding 
out the hard way that being put 
off a Southern train is a preroga- 
tive of Americans if their skin hap- 
pens to be colored, which is a fact 
of no significance under French 
rule. 

Then there was the British sub- 
ject who was traveling to the South 
on His Majesty’s service. But his 
skin was dark. The conductor 
picked him up bodily and threw 
him off the train, scattering the 
papers of His Britannic Majesty’s 
courier all over the roadbed. The 
conductor lost his job after the 
courier saw his consul. But in 
America isn’t every man a king? 


HOULDN’T American citizen- 
S ship be the proudest boast and 
protection of everyone born in this 
most powerful nation on earth? 
Read what St. Paul’s Roman citi- 
zenship meant: 

“The tribune ordered him to be 
taken into the barracks and to be 
scourged and tortured that he 
might find out why they shouted 
so against him. 

“But when they had bound him 
with straps, Paul said to the cen- 
turion who was standing by ‘Is it 
legal for you to scourge a Roman, 
and that without a trial?’ 

(How about lynching Americans, 
and that without a trial?) 

“When the centurion heard this, 
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he went to the tribune and report- 
ed, saying, ‘What art thou about 
to do? This man is a Roman citi- 
zen.’ Then the tribune came and 
said to him, ‘Tell me, art thou a 
Roman?’ And he said, ‘Yes.’ And 
the tribune answered, ‘I obtained 
this citizenship at a great price.’ 

(Shades of Lincoln and his Get- 
tysburg Address, what a price!) 

“And Paul said, ‘But I am a citi- 
zen by birth.’ 

(Most American Negro families 
have been here longer than white 
families.) 

“At once therefore, those who 
had been going to torture him left 
him; and the tribune himself was 
alarmed to find that Paul was a 
Roman citizen, and that he had 
bound him.” 

(Imagine the alarm he would 
have felt if he had done to him 
what has been done to American 
citizens in jails and chain gangs 





in the South. And he was a pagan 
with no just God, as he thought, to 
answer to on the last day, merely 
an earthly Caesar!) 

When the tribune heard that an 
ambush was being prepared to take 
Paul, “he called two centurions 
and said to them, ‘Get ready by 
the third hour of the night two 
hundred soldiers to go as far as 
Caesarea, and seventy cavalry and 
two hundred spearmen, and pro- 
vide beasts to mount Paul and take 
him_in safety to Felix, the gov- 
ernor.’” 

(Southern sheriffs who read 
their Bibles might have learned 
how to cope with a lynching mob.) 

HAT a shame to America is 
this division between broth- 
ers because of race! We despise 
the Nazi race myths but we have 
one of our own which is not roused 
by fanatical Brown Shirts and the 
cruel Gestapo, but lies deep in the 
feelings of many Americans, in the 
(Continued on page 8) 











Around the House 


ANN HARRIGAN 


WHAT ARE YOU PEOPLE at FH anyway? So- 
cial workers? Missionaries? Salvation Army 
workers? Communists? Fascists? Nuns? Anti- 
clericals? Public Enemy No: 6? 


This provoking question is asked so much that we 
formulated our Manifesto—(see FHN, Dec., 1943)— 
and then at a staff meeting recently we tried to 
decide what we are trying to be. 


“Supernatural sociology” is what Fr. Furfey calls 
it ... Anything social implies the supernatural, for 
society is a collection of human beings with souls 
made to love and praise God forever. But, separating 
God from man has created our modern cultural 
anemia. And Catholic schools of sociology have too 
often followed blindly the lead of materialistic uni- 
versities—have missed the boat, I may say, and sold 
the great, vivid, simple truths of Christ down the 
river for a mess of degrees, textbooks, committees, 
cases, expediency and red tape, giving Christ lip- 
service, but no part in actual social work. 


We Catholics in social work have a tremendous 
responsibility before God. Poor people are still 
people. Persons in need of help still possess the dig- 


nity of all human persons, because Christ died to 
make it so. 


THE HUMAN SOUL is a very sacred and mys- 
terious thing—to be treated with great deference 


and humility as the image of God and the temple of 
the Holy Spirit. 


“LOVE ONE ANOTHER as I have loved you” — 
simple, shatteringly vivid words of Our Lord. We 
cannot mistake their meaning. We can’t hide be- 
hind ignorance. We can’t say “Let the agencies do 
it.” Christ spoke for all times and conditions—we 
can’t say he didn’t mean it exactly like that for us. 
He did—and there is no substitute of Christianity 


that will pass muster. There is no in-between. It 
is all or nothing. 


It is our Personal Responsibility, therefore, for 
the welfare of that brother that should motivate us— 
and I don’t mean just we of FH. For all Christians, 
it is a responsibility arising from our human per- 
sonality and our membership in the mystical Body 
of Christ. “Who is weak and I am not weak?” says 
St. Paul. “Who is scandalized and I am not on fire?” 


Note that this is not tolerance, or putting up with 
people. What is required of us is LOVE—strong, in- 
tense, passionate love for the Christ who is in every 
man, waiting to be liberated by us. For, as we try 
to put on Christ in ourselves, we somehow learn, too 
how to draw Him out of others. 


KIDS KOLUM 


Cub Scout Circus 


HANKS be to God, to the Holy 
Ghost, to Blessed Martin, and 
to St. Francis! It is primarily im- 
perative that we thank them for 
their unfailing assistance in mak- 
ing our circus a big success. Sec- 
only, we thank and highly com- 
mend the work of the Cub Scouts, 
the staff, the volunteers, and all 
other sources contributing to the 
event. June 23, 1944, will be a 
memorable date in our Chicago 
Friendship House scrapbook. 

Concessions of varying kinds— 
bean bag games, hall of oddities, 
photography, ring toss—held the 
attention of the crowd while the 
photographer visited the dressing 
room and the clown circulated in 
and out. The newspaper man 
snapped the colorful menagerie in 
multiple poses. The prize shot was 
featured with an accompanying ar- 
ticle in The New World. 

First tasks of dressing completed, 
the grand march proceeded. Led 
by the graceful drum major, the 
animals stepped rhythmically, al- 
ways following the marching mu- 
sic which resounded from the am- 
plifier. Uproars of genuine laugh- 
ter greeted each animal as it en- 
tered. The huge red ears of Jumbo, 
the black elephant, flapped as he 
bowed his head in greeting. Child- 
ish squeals sounded as the giraffe 
lowered his long, stiff neck to kiss 
affectionately a pretty girl scout. 
And who said, “Is it a jeep?” when 
our brown and white bull made his 
debut? 


FTER the parade, the animal 
trainer called forth his horses, 
monkeys, tigers, lions, giraffe and 
elephant for individual manifesta- 
tions of skill. The ability of “near- 
reasoning” which the trainer incul- 
cated into his performers was ap- 
palling to all who watched. 

The animals then submitted the 
spot light to human abnormals who 
readily displayed their abnormali- 
ties. The snake charmer, the In- 
dian mystic, the midget were only 
three of the twenty-nine unusual 
acts. Camera flash bulbs, appro- 
priate music and loud applause 
added atmosphere to the circus. 

The weather was cool enough 
to be conducive to fun. With thanks 
again to the patrons, the staff, and 
the volunteers, there was fun to be 
had by all. Special commendation, 
of course, is due to the cub scouts, 
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Claude McKay Speaks 
At Friendship Kloyse 
By Betty Hatting 


N a most interesting and infor- 
\ mal manner Mr. Claude Mc- 
Kay, distinguished poet and writer, 
sketched his European tgavgls for 
the Monday Night Forum on July 
12. 

He spoke of his work on the rail- 
road and of the poet’s voice crying 


within him, of his opportunity to 
write when he became iate 
editor of The Liberator, d by 


Max Eastman. 

He told of his desire to visit 
Russia and how through influential 
friends he obtained a passport. Ar- 
riving in Russia he was treated as 
a tin-god, living in the @alate of 
the Grand Duke, meeting the Com- 
munist leaders, speaking to the 
people and being asked eventually 
to become a Russian propagandist. 
However, he was not a Communist 
and had no wish to be apropa: 
gandist, for he was tofe ss 
writer. 


He left Russia for France and 
here he wrote his best-seller, 
“Home to Harlem.” Financial re- 
turns from this book enabled him 
to continue his travels arfa H vis- 
ited Germany, Spain and Morocco, 
writing all the time. 


Sensing in a way the approach- 
ing great disturbance in Europe, 
Mr. McKay decided to return to 
America. And on this sno he 
—— a delightful evening to a 
close. 








to Cliff Thomas, cub master, and to 
Bill Flynn, general manager, whose 
byword got to be—“We', gr a 
small fee... .” p 

Best of all, the new linoleum— 
for which the circus was run—is 
bought, and barring priorities or 
strikes, we'll have it down August 


first! 
By Lois éVaMeur. 
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SUMMER VOLUNTEERS CET 
TASTE OF FH TECHNIQUE 


Supernatural Life—Got it? 
Supernatural Life—Get it! 
Bourgeois Mind—Got it? 
Bourgeois Mind—Lose it! 

The yen for using all methods to 
impress our ideas finally brought 
us even to the yell, shown above. 

From Cleveland (Esther Davis), 
Minnesota (Jo Kohler and Lois Le 
Vasseur) and Chicago (Maryellen 
Muckenhern and Cliff Thomas) 
came our summer volunteers for 
the vacation school. These five 
bright young people told us after 
our Dialogue Mass why they came 
particularly to Friendship House. 

“To study FH technique in the 
field of labor.” 

“To be able to go back to college 
and more fully inform others why 
colored have as much right to go 
to college as anyone else.” 

“For six years I’ve wanted to 
see with my own eyes what the 
Mystical Body in action is.” 

“I want to learn more about 
Negroes.” 

“T want to learn how to live 
right.” 

So our Orientation Week pro- 
gressed with lectures, bull sessions, 
demonstrations, during a week of 
torrid heat. As the week and the 
heat wore on, we gravitated more 
to the beaches, and held our open 
forums there. 

The program: 

Mornings 

Mon. BACKGROUND OF THE 
PRESENT CRISIS. 

Tues. PERSONALISM — HIS- 
TORY OF RADICAL SOCIAL 
MOVEMENTS. 

Wed. IDEAL FH STAFF WORK- 
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Thurs. WHAT THINK YE OF 
CHRIST? 

Fri. THE CRISIS OF OUR 
TIMES. Afternoons 

Mon. HOW FH FUNCTIONS. 

Tues. WITHOUT INTERRACIAL 
JUSTICE, SOCIAL JUSTICE 
WILL FAIL. 

Wed. INTERRACIAL MAR- 
RIAGE. 

Thurs. CHILDREN AND THE 
COMMUNITY. 

Fri. WHAT I CAN DO BACK 
HOME. 

Each morning we all went to 
Mass and each afternoon we had 
a meditation based on the Reed of 
God and Radiating Christ—to keep 
squarely before our minds the twin 
sources of the power of all Chris- 
tians: the Mass and Prayer. 
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RETREAT 


Lay Apostles Make Retreat at 
Childerley 


HIRTY men and women, white 

and colored, staff workers and 
volunteers of Friendship House 
“retreated” from the world over 
the week end, July 14-16, to spend 
the time with God in deepest si- 
lence in the beautiful setting at 
Childerley, in the country. 

Under the direction of Rev. 
Daniel F. Cantwell, professor of 
sociology, St. Mary of the Lake 
Seminary, we had our meditations 
and prayers in St. Francis Chapel 
in the orchard. The men stayed at 
St. Jerome’s House, the women at 
St. Joan’s. 

There was a Dialog Mass on Sat- 
urday and a Missa Cantata on Sun- 
day. The Fourteen Stations were 
done by fourteen retreatants, each 
taking one station and meditating 
aloud in chapel upon its connection 
with our work for Interracial Jus- 
tice in the Lay Apostolate. 

The retreat closed at sundown 
Sunday, with a picnic in the or- 
chard, and everything from roast- 
ed weenies to songs of all countries 
put the finishing touches on a most 
wonderful week-end with God. 


AS THE JIM CROW FLIES— 


—Summer in the South Side 


IN APRIL OUR rents were 
raised $50.00. For about two years 
our toilets have gone on the bum 
over and over again. Last summer 
we had no hot water. Three months 
without hot water, trying to wash 
and cook in a 2x4 kitchen for fif- 
teen people dinner and supper, 
with the dirt, heat and the ubiqui- 
tous stockyard perfume, is no 
cinch. 

This summer it has been the 
same so far. ... Every week com- 
plaints to the landlord. . . . Broken- 
down plumbing needs replace- 
ment, roofs leak, walls sag... and 
paying the exorbitant rent we do 
. . » yet our requests for repairs 
peter down to palliatives. 

To begin our orientation in the 
proper spirit, we were greeted 
Monday morning with a flood—de- 
stroying papers, books, stamps, 
blotter, letters, office equipment... 
And the roof’s been causing simi- 
lar damage, as well as damage to 
books all along... . 

We see thus what many of our 


HARLEM FRIENDSHIP HOUSE NEWS 


friends in the neighborhood are up 
against, having ourselves to pay 
“through the nose” for the privi- 
lege of living in dilapidated, worn- 
out places—and suffer the injustice 
of increased rents, with no change 
in these accommodations. . . . Do 
we wonder why bitter resentment 
flares up and smoldering anger 
finds outlet in revenge, hatred, 
recrimination? 
* * * 


THE SQUALID FLAT around 
the corner has boasted of two long 
window boxes on either side of 
the stoop. Petunias, they are, but 
protected ingeniously from de- 
structive hands by wire netting! 
Who doesn’t believe love will find 
a way? 

* 


* * 


FH STAFF WORKERS live in 
furnished rooms around the neigh- 
borhood, mostly, so we eat our 
meals right here in the library, 
the kitchen having gotten too small 
for our fourteen-plus family. Could 
we beg some of our kind readers 
to donate a fan or two to mitigate 
the heat of the kitchen and the 
children’s center? Also, if anyone 
can send us a good, workable gas 
stove, Teevy would love you for 
life .. . and so would we all, know- 
ing under what handicaps she 


works. 


* * * 


WE ARE ON the lookout for 
ideas and plans to help along in- 
dustrial integration of the races. 
In other words, dear readers, 
please submit ways that are work- 
able of having white and colored 
work together in harmony. 

& * 


The FEPC still car- 


* 


* 


HURRAH! 


ries on... . 
* a 


FATHER VAL KLIMEK made 
us very happy by visiting us. It 
was wonderful to see a former 
summer volunteer ordained to the 
Holy Priesthood, give us his bless- 
ing and offer the Mass for us. God 
speed his work! 

REV. JOHN QUINN was just a 
few months ago a seminarian who 
became interested in interracial 
justice—and is now in a Negro 
parish. Visiting FH, he said Mass 
for us and gave us his blessing. 
May the Lord bless and guide him. 


* * * 


ABBOTT IGNATIUS of St. Mein- 
rad’s Abbey saw to it that some 


very necessary printing got done. 
Muchos gracias! 
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FRIENDSHIP HOUSE OF HARLEM 
STATEMENT OF INCOME AND EXPENSE FOR THE 
EIGHTEEN MONTHS ENDED JUNE 30, 1944 


Income: 


Be ee eer 
Subscriptions to Publications............. 


aks cscs sac eens aspennee é 

PS Peet Eee eee 
Expenses: 

Administration: 
Ne itso aie binia ise aabe ce $1,860.40 
po a 4,755.39 
eT Ts i sinks a cin eden te 926.42 
MEE VEGDS is Uodisievesstkaes 952.81 
Repairs and Maintenance....... 749.64 
REMVEL BINS. | ow 5. ksscece 827.36 
a er 623.52 
NE ls G.c's blk ow hone 40's 488.60 
Electricity and Gas............ 168.85 
Laundry and Cleaning......... 129.90 
Accounting and Legal.......... 175.00 
I i. ins a Kei nieces Gees ees’ 58.84 
NY iiss che ter hs LR EES de 0a’ 35.36 


Conference and Miscellaneous 


MND: svc bes Sins w Keele oes S 108.09 


Total Administrative....... 
Perpncetion: Goste<..... ... 6s... 00% 


Welfare: 
Relief—Food .................. $591.02 
Relief—Clothing .............. 393.77 
Relief—Medical ............... 300.03 
a i aida wea b 575.02 


I he nisin sue haan 1,138.72 


TOU! WUTC, «.o.ciic.s cies acces 
Recreational and Educational: 


RE ONIN sina an cee 0nd bu $1,009.50 
Toys—Arts and Crafts......... 189.69 
et haiK es «dian eka ees 86.39 
Ro eer 64.93 
Books and Magazines.......... 1,093.76 
ce EE NETO e 293.50 
RS Se oe oy eo ese oo 1,693.13 


National Recreation Ass’n...... 11.65 


Total Recreational and Edu- 
INN co ac ohn vocbk sits ve acs 


I i ind cowie nes cpaa seams’ 
Excess of Income Over Expeses for Period 


$20,111.95 
841.00 


1,113.00 


$22,065.95 


11,860.18 
1,818.09 


2,998.56 


4,442.55 


21,119.38 
Via ee nadie $946.57 


Friendship House Lecture Bureau 


Bookings Open For: 


BARONESS C. DE HUECK 


ANN HARRIGAN 
AUTUMN—1944 


For 
Write 


NANCY GRENELL 
WINTER—1944-45 


CATHERINE DE HUECK 
8 West Walton Place, Chicago 10, Ill. 
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Lights and Shadows 


(Continued from page 3) 


ticulars, but today that little 
house has given way to a tre- 
mendous building which shelters 
scores, perhaps hundreds of old 
people nobody else wants. 

I don’t know why Aunt Dilly 
didn’t remain with the institution. 
Perhaps she felt, after a time, that 
she was no longer needed. Maybe, 
as was her custom, she simply ef- 
faced herself. 

All I know is that eventually she 
came to New York. What she did 
to earn a living I don’t know. 
What friends she had outside 
Friendship House, what charities 
she pursued, what little virtues 
she practiced, where she wor- 
shipped, how she occupied her lei- 
sure—these I cannot tell you. 

But the story of her coming to 
Friendship House I do know. I 
don’t believe more than half a 
dozen people on earth have heard 
the tale. 

HE Baroness Catherine De 

Hueck, as you know, founded 
Friendship House in New York on 
a Valentine’s day half a dozen 
years ago; and for a long time 
made no progress at all. 

The friends she had in New York 
believed it queer she should move 
to Harlem, live in a Negro tene- 
ment building, and work night and 
day among the colored poor. And 
the Negroes among whom she 
worked thought it more than queer 
that a white woman of her back- 
ground should seek their company 
and strive so hard to win their con- 
fidence. 

This object of suspicion sat in 
her little room in 138th Street, one 
night, and considered her situation. 
She was in a strange and hostile 
world. She had no friends. She 
had no furniture outside the table 
at which she sat, the chair that up- 
held her, and the couch in the cor- 
ner—on which she lay only when 
too tired to mind the sharp pieces 
of broken springs that thrust them- 
selves up through the upholstery 
and into her flesh. 

She was having dinner. Coffee 
and a hard roll. Coffee with a little 
stale milk in it. No sugar. Coffee 
in a green cup with a chip out of 
the rim. 

After dinner she must go up to 
Ninety-sixth Street, and deliver a 

(Continued on page 8) 
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The Baroness Jots It Down 


| indeed is strange. It holds many utterly unsuspected thrills. 
Like, for instance, the thrill of sitting at a table and typing this 


column . 


.. or, the strange joy of walking again . 
sudden, joyous realization that one is alive. 


. . or, just simply the 


Six weeks ago I was not very certain of the latter . . . certainly, the 
very thought of putting my feet on the floor and trying to walk made 
me shudder with fear. Tremblingly, I would try to banish this horrible 


idea out of my consciousness. As 
to sitting at a table and typing... 
that naturally seemed a wild and 
impossible dream . . . when even 
lifting a glass of water was an 
effort beyond my strength. 


For six weeks ago... I slowly 
woke up from a drugged sleep af- 
ter an operation on an infected 
knee ...in a high hospital bed... 
for six weeks ago I kept my first 
rendezvous with Lady Pain. She 
of the deep blue, sad eyes and 
raven tresses ...a date that lasted 
for a long time . . . interrupted only 
by that brazen hussy, Mistress 
Morphine, that the good doctors 
and nurses kept inflicting on me. 


I am still in bed . . . but they al- 
low me to get up... I am learning 
to walk all over again ... and 
daily am discovering that life holds 
a thousand unsuspected thrills . . 
that there is beauty everywhere 
... even in the House of Pain... 
such as a patch of golden sunshine 
on a white bed cover .. . the out- 
line of flowers in a vase against a 
moonlit window ... the gentle face 
of a friend bending over me as I 
wake up ... the taste of old, fami- 
liar food that was so bitter only 
yesterday. 


And Lady Pain, the greatest 
teacher in the world, has so much 
to tell about the Man of Sorrow. 
She walked with Him from Na- 
zareth to Calvary ...men fear Her 
... there is no need ... for even 
when She holds one close . . . She is 
gentle ... for all She does is God’s 
work. 


If She ever visits you . . . don’t 
be afraid . . . lie still . . . and listen 

. . accepting Her as a messenger 
of The Gentle Christ . . . and She 
will share with you—His Passion. 


Yes, life holds many strange 
thrills . . . like the thrill of writing 
this column .. . the thrill of a deep, 
profound gratitude that even now 
wells up in my heart .. . gratitude 
to you all, dear friends, who 
prayed and wrote and came... 


while I was sick ... thank you... 
thank you much!! One and all. 
“ x * 
UNT DILLY died the end of 
May ... “Aunt Dilly” to all of 
us in Harlem and FH. Miss Cecilia 
Quirk to the world outside. To me 
a dear and beloved friend, whose 
loss I would mourn endlessly .. . 
were I not so sure that she is, even 
now, beholding the Holy Face of 
God ... and beseeching Him for us. 
I shall miss her. So will we all. 
And yet how can one mourn a 
shining joyous soul... going Home 
. she was ready to go. Always. 
Because she knew and loved God 
so well. Eddie, my husband, has 





written up for this issue the story 
of my meeting with Aunt Dilly. To 
me she always will remain a mes- 


- senger of God. Who can tell, but 


for her coming . . . there would 
have been no FH and I would have 
not met Christ in the Negro... 
God bless you, Aunt Dilly ...I 
know He is right now .. . I always 
shall . . . Bless you and love you 
and cherish your memory in my 
heart. So will we all at FH... 
R.LP. 


* * *& 


EVEREND Father George El- 

mendorf of the Catholic Mis- 
sions, P. O. Box No. 786, Brenham, 
Texas ... worries much about his 
dear Mexicans. There is his Church 
to be repaired; it is dedicated to 
the Good St. Anne, mother of 
Mary ... How about the Annes 
who read this paper . . . How about 
each of them sending the good 
priest a dollar? Isn’t that a good 
idea? I know Father would think 
it is, and so would St. Anne. 
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America, Hope of World 
(Continued from page 1) 


prayers, your thoughts, your inten- 
tions, your sufferings, all the little 
sacrifices you make during the day 
for the love of God. That’s all. 

In order to be a missionary you 
must first do a little mission work 
in your own soul. If you would 
convert your neighbor, you must 
first convert yourself. 


NE of the greatest missionaries 
in modern days was “The Lit- 
tle Flower”—a sickly girl who 
never went outside her convent and 
who knew only her own group of 
nuns. Nobody outside the convent 
ever heard of her—except her own 
family—until after she died. Yet 
how many thousands and thou- 
sands of people came to the church 
because of her! 

If you would send the light of 
the Catholic Church throughout the 
darkness of this age, first kindle 
that light in your own heart, then 
let it shine forth that all may see. 
Even if nobody sees, the light still 
has power. Christ, of whose Mys- 
tical Body we are all a part, will 
use that light in places of which 
you do not dream. 

The fervent prayer you say on 
rising may bring a sinner back to 
the sacraments in Germany. The 
sacrifice you offer up to God, in 
atonement for your sins, in thanks- 
giving, in adoration, in petition for 
the holy souls, may bring a priest 
to some dying wretch in Paris or 
Calcutta or Madrid. The Commu- 
nion you offer to the Sacred Heart 
might inflame some pagan heart 
with the desire for baptism. 

You are the hope of the world, 
really. You are the salt of the 
earth. You American Catholics. 
And if the world be disappointed 
in its hope, if the salt lose it savor 
—God help the world. And God 
help you! 


Subscribe to 


FRIENDSHIP HOUSE NEWS 


50 Cents a Year 
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Subscribe! 
34 West 135th Street 
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Lights and Shadows 


(Continued from page 6) 


lecture to a lot of women who 
would be just as suspicious of her 
as were those friends who had 
snubbed her after she moved to 
Harlem. 

Tears fell unchecked into the 
chipped green cup. 

“Maybe I was a fool to come 
here,” Catherine thought. “Why 
don’t I go back to Canada? I have 
worked hard. I have starved. I 
have prayed. I have suffered in- 
dignities. Yet God has given me 
no slightest indication He wants 
me to stay here. Surely, if I were 
really doing His work, He would 
give me some little encourage- 
ment.” 


HE drew her belt tighter, and 

started for the lecture. One 
doen’t feel so hungry if the belt is 
tight. 

The lecture, though it was cer- 
tain to raise a flurry of resentment 
against her, and her work—some- 
times even the most pious of Cath- 
olic ladies resent being told that 
Jesus Christ died for the colored 
people as well as for them, and 
that he holds the Negro just as dear 
as the white man—though there 
would probably be some mild 
heckling, the time would pass 
more quickly than it could here, 
in this roach and rat-infested room. 

The heckling was not mild that 
night. Some of the women—the 
more proper and sedate of them— 
were rude in their remarks. It was 
plain they thought the Baroness a 
well-meaning but addled zany, if 
not a fraud, or some kind of Com- 
munist. 

She lay all night on the sharp- 
ribbed couch, weeping until she 
fell asleep. 

After Mass she returned to her 
room, and looked at it as though 
she had never seen it before—and 
as though she would never see it 
again. She made the coffee and 
poured what was left of the stale 
warm milk into it. She looked for 
a roll, knowing she had eaten the 
last one the night before. 

“Well,” she thought grimly, “I 
have nothing to pack, nothing to 
carry away with me. Wherever I 
go I shall travel light.” 

The tears came again, in spite of 
herself. She had failed. In spite 
of everything, she had failed. It 
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was plain God had not wanted her 
in this vineyard. Yet she would 
leave it with regret. She would 
always believe, and she couldn’t 
help but believe, that there was 
something she hadn’t done, some- 
thing she hadn’t thought of doing, 
which might have averted this de- 
feat. She would be haunted all 
the rest of her life by the thought 
that maybe this work among the 
Negroes WAS the task God had set 
for her, and she had failed because 
of a lack in her character. 

She heard someone knocking at 
the door. 

She wiped her eyes, and called 
“Come in,” as cheerily as she 
could. 


ND there stood Miss Cecelia 
Quirk. 

“I heard you talk last night, 
Baroness,” the little old lady said, 
“and I was impressed. So I’ve come 
to help you. I’ve come to work 
with you. I am at your orders. 
But more than that .. .” 

“More than that”—the Baroness 
cried. 

“More than that,” Aunt Dilly re- 
peated, “I have $25 to give you. I 
was saving it to be spent for 
Masses for my poor old soul after 
I died. But I guess giving it to you 
will do more good.” 

Please say the Masses for her, 
Father. It may be she does not 
need them. There are not a few 
of us who are convinced that Aunt 
Dilly went right to heaven without 
stopping at the door of purgatory— 
that she stood there in the en- 
trance to heaven, her nicest little 
red hat bobbing with her silver 
head, her blue eyes shining, saying, 
“I’ve come to work for you, St. 
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Are Americans Equal ? 
(Continued from page 3) 


North, as well as in the South. Un- 
less we root out of our hearts this 
ugly hatred of men because of the 
color of the skin God gave them, 
whether red or yellow or brown, 
how can we expect the blessings of 
peace and victory on our country? 
As Americans, let us remember the 
words of the forefathers of whom 
the D.A.R. are justly proud: “We 
hold these truths to be self-evident, 
that all men are created equal.” 
And if we are Christians as well as 
Americans, let us remember the 
words of St. John (not only the be- 
loved disciple, but also the Son of 
Thunder): “If anyone says, ‘I love 
God’ and hates his brother, he is a 
liar.” 


Post-War Planning 


Better homes and gardens, 
Faster planes and cars, 
More and bigger movies, 
Louder, brighter bars. 


Praise the clever chemist, 
Hail the plastic age, 


‘Honor the inventor, 


Raise the working wage; 


Down with fear and hatred, 
Down with need, but when 
Planning better living, 
Pray for better men. 


—Katheryn Ullmen, 
Spirit, November, 1943. 


Peter, and for Our Lord; there 
must be something I can do to help 
the poor souls in purgatory and on 
earth.” 

Offer the Masses for her. If she 
doesn’t need them, Our Lord will 
see that other souls receive their 
benefit. Aunt Dilly would like 
that, Father, all of us are sure. 


Yours sincerely, 
Eddie Doherty. 





